i. Wy 


i 


y 
Fi 


I don’t need 
to 
disembowel 
chickens or 
interpret 
dreams to 
know what 
the haps are. 
I just ask... 


<= = =< 


» » « Section Hate ** ° 
Emerson Brisbon An Open Letter to Vielona 


from Emerson Brisbon 


Emerson Brisbon (QW if I Had A Megaphone 


* © * Section Speak * * ¢ 


Abby Ohlheiser [9§Y Humor of the Workplace 


Jonathan Ziemba chon and Joyce Carol Oates 


Jonathan Ziemba [Oyj 


Athena Currier First Date 


THE QMEN 


REN C) ST AFF Oy 


Layout & Editing 
Jacob Lefton 
Lindsay Barbien 


Definitely Not A Robot 
RID. - Robot In Demal 


Volume 2Be Issue 1 


Interviews with Thomas Pyn- 


Lost and Found as seen posted to 
the Hampshire “Intranet Portal”: 


—</ 


ONTENTS & 


for the first issae in the 282 Volume of tae Omen og February the 2nd in 2002, the year of our Lord. 


Wendy Tucker [Q8} Women I Have Watched 


Genocide By Bananas 
Conglomerado 


¢ ¢ * Section Lies « « « 


Hannah Allen 


Akira Céspedes 


Pérez 


Jenna Gotthelf BY Dino-Afitts and Bits 


David Mansfield $9 = David’s Wisdom Nook 


TO SUBMIT: 


Submissions are due on alternating Saturdays 


a before 5 RM. You can submit in rich text or 
= plain text format by CD, Flash Drive. singing 
© telegram, carrier pigeon, paper airplane, Fed- 
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break! Well, itwasn’t really an accident, 
because there wasn’t a collision with 
4% anything, though we did go off the road. 
= It was a cross country car trip, but it 
© wasn’t in a car. It was in a pickup truck. 
aA Chevy S10 manual transmission with an 
s< extended cab. The front was a split bench 
-O seat. Two fold-down paddle seats were in 
‘the back of the cab. There was enough 
room for five of us, and we fit all five in 
there, with enough luggage to go across 
country and back to spend the holidays at 
home. 

We couldn’t really sit in the thing 
without being in physical contact without at 
least one other person in the truck. If you 
were in the co-pilot seat, side saddling the 
shift-stick, you were touching two people, 
and there was absolutely xothing you could 
do about it. 

Luckily, we were all circus people. 

On the way back, there were only four 
of us, because one was spending Christmas 
in California with family there. 

We left Colorado Springs going east 
the morning of that big storm that dumped 
30+ inches of snow in various parts of the 
state. When we got out of the mountains 
and onto the highway, there was serious 
shit coming from the sky. The roads were 


POLICY 


The Omen is Hampshire's longest- 
running bi-monthly publication, established 
by Stephanie Cole and Scott Tundermann in 
December of 1992. In the past, submissions 
have included students’ perspectives on the 
campus, administration, news, movie reviews, 
commentary, short fiction, satire, first 
born, artwork, comics, and the occasional 
embarrassing self-promotion. 

Everything the Omen receives, provided 
it is sent from a member of the Hampshire 
community, will be published unless it is 
deemed libelous or defamatory. Although 
we find such things amusing and entertaining 
for countless hours, it is just not an option 
in this forum Libel will be considered 
clearly false or unsupportable writing that 
maliciously damages a person's reputation. 


me had my first car accident over the 
oO 
cos 
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icier than we thought they were 

Suddenly, the back of the truck started 
leading. 

“We're okay,” said the driver, even 
though we were fucked, as the back 
swerved to the left, and then the nght. It 
swerved left again, much too far for any 
normal swerve. 

“We're not okay,” she said. 

Suddenly, we were hydroplaning at 80 
miles per hour down 1-70 in the left lane in 
the middle of the country. 

The momentum carried us off the 
highway and through the muddy grass 
median. That moment will always be with 
me, as our ures hit the grass—first the left 
side and then the right. We were up on 
the lett nvo wheels with mud flying by the 
window and all the consistent cumbling 
of the road was gone, suddenly replaced 
by chilling silence — a sound I will never 
forget — and horrible bumping as the truck 
smashed a huge trough across the median, 
backwards at 80 miles an hour. 

Themedian musthave slowed us down, 
because we drifted across the other side 
of the icy highway in front of oncoming 
traffic, up a shallow hill, and then back 
down. There was no horrible 
sound of crunching of metal 
or awful breaking glass. 

“We're okay,” I said. 


The Omen will not edit anything you 
write (except spelling and grammar). You 
Must sign your real name (no anonymous 
submissions) and understand that you are 
responsible for what you say. Nonetheless, 
views in the Omen do not necessarily 
represent the views of anyone, anywhere, 
living or dead 

There is no Omen staff. save those 
positions of editor-in-chief and layout editor 
To qualify for community service you must 
be aconsistent contributor and help regularly 
with layout. Layout times (and such) will be 
discussed at our meetings, Meetings are held 
every Tuesday after release of an issue in 
the Leadership Center at 6PM. Everyone, 
everywhere, living or dead, should come 


The Omen loves you. 


IS DEDICATED] 
IN LOVING MEMORY TO 
Eric SCHOCKET AND 
KatHy KYKER-SNOWMAN 
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Ve are greatly saddened by the passage 
of two of Hampshire’s most amazin 
people during this school year. [ had 
the pleasure of working with both Eric 
and Kathy in different forums since [ 
arrived at Hampshire, and I can right 
fully say that this school is a dimme 
place with their passing. 

Vith Kathy, I worked on Onentation! 
in both Fall 2005 and 2006. Her en 
ergy and enthusiasm was incredibly 
inspiring. 

Vith Enc, I worked on the Educational 
Policy Committee for the bnef month 
that he was around during the Fall of 
2005. If not for him, I wouldn’t be sit 
ting on the committe right now, doing 
what I can to strengthen Hampshire's 
Jedication to alterative education. 

I hope their vibrant spirits live on in| 
the directions and goals of the school. 
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ear Victona, 

It's disappointing, though 
not surpasing to se that you 
had no truly articulate way ot defending 
your offensive personal ads to this so 
called “unpassioned™ person beyond 
detlecting the blame onto the Onen 
stafl for encouraging you lo “push the 
envelope.” Despite whether or not this 
Is (rue, you as an individual sall possess 
the agency to decide whether or not 
You were getting i over your head. 

This was obviously the case, 
considenng you felt the need to adopt 
a sareasuc tone and put yoursel! 
into the victim role by assuming that 
because someone deades to call you 
out, that means they think that you 
are a “genuinely sick, twisted, person.” 
Did you stop to think that: maybe 
your expenment in satre has failed? 
That maybe vou need to find a new 
approach? 

Perhaps being your honest and 
true self would be ideal in this sort 


of a situation... though crying while 
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Open Letter to Victoria 


From Emerson Brisbon 


watching Schindler's Last does not, 


unfortunately, make you a Fe 
and socially aware member 


sponsible 
of the 


COMMUNE. 

To assume the rea 
ar otlended is because they are taking 
your personals senously or believe them 
real ws highly unlikely. Rather, 
seople with AIDS, or 


son why people 


to be 
making tun of 5 
\who have been raped- ar how some 
people perform sex acts 18 unnecessary. 
You may find the articles you read in 
the Advocate strange and unusual, but 
instead of assuming that you have a 
night to judge those personals, it may 
be more beneficial for you to go do a 
lutle studying to figure out what theyre 
really about. 

Beyond this, saying that some things 
just need to be joked about because 
nothing can be done, is ludicrous. 
Perhaps you feel helpless thinking of 
these large social issues, but many 
people are actively working toward 
decreasing the spread of HIV, finding a 
cure, supporting rape vicums, teaching 


If | Had a Megaphone 


We will not stand in static silence 

as the administration pushesOUR 

mshtuhon in a direcnon where 
the students are “ironic.” mainstream, 
and selfanvolved while at the same 
ame clauming to be a community of 
colorbhndness and tolerance: where 
the bubble of Hampshure is not seen as 
a microcosm in which we can stnve for 
radical change, but one that 1s satisfied 
with the illusion that Hampshure 1s 
“better” that other msntutions and 
therefore good enough. 


Hampshire does not care about 
progression, does uot care about 
acuvism. Hampshire cares about 
money. It’s system for handling broken 
community norms is incomplete and 
faulty. In the end, the adnunistration 
's mamly silent, leaving it entirely up 
to the students to solve an issue that 
Hampslure claims not to tolerate. 

We are fed up with our concerns 
beg responded to with Ingenuine 
interest: a smile and a nod... only to 
be forgotten. to be pushed under the 


self-defense, ete. and there ar pl 
“Te plenty 


of these issues, however. d 
. Oe 


ways for you to getinvolye, 


Ss Nothing 
Alene ss. py 
assume at this pout, that Wary en 

Nay do 
> And witty: 


© think the 


‘| the same. By 
your personals are not any j “ 
AY oO) 


things, theyre just ignorant 
This may feel like 
attack... and in) many 


to increase people's ay 


is make you feel edgy, Ironic 
and perhaps the people wh 
personals are fanny fee 


those 


1 personal 


Ways it | 
Nay 
be. But you should know . 


that you are just one part o 
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Vietona, 
fa long 
existing culture at Hampshire that feel 
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as though being offensive is coal, that 


we are so beyond issues of race das 
gender, sexuality, ete that all there 
left ts to make fun of it, What is not 


acknowledged is that ignorance is not 


is 


ironic: that this fagade of a deeper 
knowledge is just that, meaningless: that 
the students who came to Hampshire 
under the illusion that it was actually 
a progressive instituuion 
are fed up, and we will not 

stand for it any longer. 


rug: the “kids” concerns, and therefore ™ 
irrelevant. If the administration doesnot hed 
take it’s students seriously, does nothing mm 
to support our attempts to make this 3 
college a safe place for everybody. what 
does this message convey for our sense 
of accountability to each other? Trying 
to work with the institution has failed 
continuously: But this is our school. We 
pay for the red tape, but we will not go 
through it any longer. We 

demand that our voices be 

heard.” 
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She's not that 


t hot, but | still 
Nave a hard on. 
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Oh boy oh poy! First day on the job! What a 
day! Nowhere to go but up up up from here! | 
have been waiting for this moment since | was 
11 years old. | remember it as if t was 
yesterday! | was in my treehouse playing when 
Daddy asked me to come down for dinner 
When | got down the ladder, he asked, “What 


do you 


y y= 


Humor of the workplace! 


do \ up there all day, 


As - >, \sweetiepie? And | said. 


at 


‘I practice being a grown- 


' | "up! One day, | will be a 


> ~ 4 


Sure you dont 
want to be a 
nurse or a cat 
breeder 
instead?’ and | 
said “No Daddy! 
1 Wf show you, I'l 
show everybody 
what I can do 
when | put my 
mind to it! The 
Stars are the 
fimit! Success is 
@ matter ol trying 
your best and 
keeping a smile 
on your face! 

} When | have a 
} j j daughter | will be 
an inspiration to 
her! My life is 
going to be so 
darn swell! | 
cant wait to 
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and Joyce Carol Oates 


Volume 28 « Issue O1 
is 2 


News, Commentary, 
Announcements, 
Propaganda, 
Editorials. 


Me: Itis really a pleasure and an honor 
tohave the chance to interview Thomas 
Pynchon. I hope we can have a good 
interview about you and your books. 


Thomas Pynchon: Hey 


ME: So can you tell us a little bit about 
your new book that you wrote this 
> 


year 
TP: It takes place in the Amazon 
rainforest, for starters. 


ME: Oh wow, have you ever been 
there? Have you been to the Amazon? 


TP: Yeah I went there. 


ME: Great. can you tell usa little behind 
that story? It isn’t everyday that writers 
wind up floating down the Amazon! 


TP: Heh. you got that nght. | knew J 
wanted to write a book all about the 
Amazon, so I decided to go there. Henry 
James said “White what you know.” 


ME: Can you tell us about the 
characters in your story? 


TP: There are a lot of them. I thought 
of most of them while wnung my other 
novels, and [ had to put them aside 
because they didn’t work well with what 
I was writing But I also didn't want 
to force them all into one book about 


the Amazon! I had to make a lot of 
deasions. 


ME: How do you think of all these 
characters? How do you come up with 
your characters? 


TP: | like to look at people; 
the way people act. Some People | losk Lae] 
at and IT say, “Wow, that Person has a % 
strange way of acting, that would be ry 
interesting to read about in a book. 


I like lo sce 


ME: Do you want to give us any hints 
about the title of the book? [winks] 


TP: Heh, I'd rather leave it 


a secret, 


[ eqwaiz ueyieuo 


ME: You like to wnte interesting books. 
but what else do you like to do? 


TP: I like to exercise, and I like to 
construct model sets. 


ME: Thank a whole lot for giving a bit 
of your time, and we'll keep our eyes 
out for “Amazon Kingdom” later this 
year! 


TP: Thank you, it was a bunch of fun 


x 


Y 


Me: Today [ am honored to have a 
guest that you probably know as a 
famous novel writer, but also someone 
who enjoys tending to birds. I read that 
recently, is it true? 


Joyce Carol Oates: Itis, it was a hobby 

I picked up when I was living in Illinois 
as achild. Because of space issues | had 
to give it up when I moved to the City, 
but I have recently started again at 4 
house I purchased in Pennsylvania. 


Me: What are your thoughts on the 
birds you took care of as a youth? 


jco: T think out of all the experiences 
of eluldhood, the days spent with my 
birds stand out the most. To be honest 
I was a klutz around t hem, my uncle 
often had to help me from scaring them 
away, but I loved watching them fly. 


Me: And currently? 


JCO: The birds? Oh T love them, I've 
given them each names of people | 
have known in my life, When one lands 
next to another 1 think about those 
people, it really reminds me of all of 
the experiences T have had, [t reminds 
me of my childhood. It is as if my 
experiences are in those birds, 


Me: You are interested in poetry? 


JCO: Oh absolutely. Mve just started 
reading more poetry; I'm even losing 
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sleep over it. Lread it late at might when 
no one ts around. 


Me: I am picturing your new book 
don't tell me, birds reading poetry? 
[laughs] 


JCO: [laughs] Oh we'll see 


Me: [ wonder if you can tell us a bit 
about becoming awniter, When did you 
first know you wanted to be a writer, or 
maybe even the first time you knew you 
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had written something? 


JCGO: That ts hard, you know Writing 
Was never really important to tie as 
child; it wasn't ever anything PE kuew 1 
wanted to do, Pdlida’t pust fall nite the 
profession, bar it wasn't a childhood 
dream either. 


Me: Where do you think Amenean 
Iiteratune is gong? 


JCO: | think itis yong where i needs 
(0 go. People will keep writing, ay tony an 
there are things they need to express. 


Me: An exciting prediction to clone 
the interview... Thanks a bunch Joyee 
Carol Oates for stopping by 


Lost and Found as seen posted to 
the Hampshire “Intranet Portal”: 


01729 Lost: 
Black Ipod Nano in Case 
O1/29 Found: 
black stretchy glove 
01/28 Lost: 
Nikon F3 35mm camera 
01/28 Lost: 
Silver Necklace w/ Earth charm 
01/728 Lost: 
Keys on Red Carabiner 
01/26 Found: 
Cell phone 
O1/26 Lost: 
Comic Book about radio documentary 
and manilla envelope 


01/26 Lost: 
30. GB Ipod in a Clear Blue Case 
O1/725 Lost: 
ID Remy Zbel 06 
O1/24 Last: 
Black Leather Gloves with Fur RIE- 
WARD!!! 
O1/18 Lost: 
Cell Phone 
O1/18 Found: 
Cell Phone 
O1/15 Lost: 
arrested development disc 3 season 2 
01/13 Found: 
Plnk and Blue Mitten 


OL/10 Last: 
black leather jacket 
O1/09 Last: 
CELL PHONE, 
O1/09 Last: 
CELL PHONE, 
O1/08 Found: 
Licyele cable (brakes? 
O1/08 Wound: 
guitar 
01/08 Last 
id card rachel alexandrou 
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Ther cow papaew pants met ber wel 
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DINO-MITTS 
AND BITTS 


ol, thick, smopyy air filled 
the lungs of a giant, hzard- 
like beast lurking in the deep 


thickets of the Jungle-trees. Kris was 
always seen lurking m the jungle late 
at night. Mid-night: snacks were an 
absolute necessity in the Dinokingdom. 
Kris enjoyed feeding on certain smaller 
creatures during the night. Being that 
Kris was a Tyrannosaurs Rex, naturally 
one of the rulers or Dinotopia, most of 
the Dinocntters knew what was up at 
feeding time. 

A particular onlookng dinosaur 
who knew what was going on at 
feeding time was Pat, the friendly, ever- 
loving, brontosaurus. Pat spent a lot 
of time peering over trees and jungle- 
brush to see what was going on in the 
deeper-jungle, which was mainstream 
dinoscene. Often times Pat saw Kris 
lurking at odd hours in the might, 
seeking out prey, often times seeking 
out dinner. When Kns was not peeking 
into the jungle and wondering what 
was going on with everybody else, Kris 
could be found mingling about by the 
Dinocommunity watering hole. 

The watering hole was quite a 
social site. It's where all the dinosaurs 
went to hang out when they weren't 
busy dealing with their stressful 
dinolives. The water was crisp, cool, and 
deliciously refreshing. It was actually 
quite bizarre that the water condition 
and quality were so wonderful. The 
general atmosphere around the ume 
period would not suggest: cnsp, cool 
water. The weather was often times 
apocalyptic. The sky was always grey 
and the air was always thick and humid. 


Crazy chenucals evaporated out of the 
constantly flowing lava frous the several 
mountainous, rocky voleanoes that 
surrounded the area, The watering 
hole also had a pleasant glow two ut 
There was something mysucal about 
that watering hole. The watering hole 
vibes were intense. 

Is entirely possible that the 
watering hole mysteriously wonderful 


vibe ts from the very first living creatures 


[ y}9YyqI05 euual dq ] 


that once lived in that very land. [t's 
said that their spints stall exist. and at 
makes sense that they would be liwing 
in a watering hole because the dinosaur 
community as a whole generally collects 
there and drinks and uses the water. If 
the spints are existing in this water and 
these dinosaurs are dnnkiuig it. then 
the dinosaurs are drinking parts of 
the spints, therefore passing on bits of 
these creatures through generations of 
new and up-and coming species. 
There is something to be said for 
the dinosaurs that live nght by the 
watering hole. Theyre different then 
the rest of the dinosaurs in the land 
They live by a hole filled with water 
containing ancient pre-historic spirits 
Of course they’re going to be different. 
Steve and Bobwere twostegosaurus’s 
who lived in the area. They were best 
fnends. They always hung out together. 
They lived in a hollowed eut rock cave 
next to Pats watering hole. Steve and 
Bob had been fnends for a long tune 
Steve enjoyed searching for interesting 
new plants and Bob was always on the 
run. He was quite the social butterfly. 
so to speak, in the dinosaur kingdom 


He had a lot of good connections, like 
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Kate, the pterodactyl. 

Kate was often spotted flying over 
dinoland. She always knew what was 
going on. Kate was able to see the areas 
Pat couldn’t because she flew above the 
jungle. Pat could just peer through. 
Similar to Kris, Kate also hunted 
for her food. She was a meat-eating 
dinosaur, and there was nothing like a 
good piece of dinoflesh to satiate her 
hunger. Often times Kate would pick 
up scraps from Kris’s left-overs. Kris 
tended to have good taste in dinosaurs, 
so Kate was always in for a treat if Kris 
Was around. 

Interestingly enough, there was 
one thing that brought all of these 
dinosaurs together. It was the watering 
hole. On one particularly eerie day all 
five of these dinosaurs happened to be 
at the watering hole at the same time. 
Bob and Steve came out of their rock- 
den. Kate came back down to ground 
level. Kris took time out of their busy 
“constantly-hunting-prey” lifestyle. 
And Pat, well, let’s just say Pat never 
really left the watering hole much. That 
was Pat’s place. They all came together 
on that specific day. But why? 

The sky had turned a firey red. 
Asteroids flung down. Giant balls 
of fire flew ragingly through the air. 
There was chaos. Everywhere. Panic 
throughout the whole jurrasic kingdom. 
Panic---everywhere but—-the watering 
hole. Kate, Bob, Steve, Pat, and Kris 
were isolaeted from the madness in a 
huge, clear, protective bubble that was 
all formed by the watering hole. At the 
center of the hole a triangle crystal 
emerged from the bottom of the hole. 
It spoke to the dinosaurs. 

“GREETINGS.” Said the crystal 

A look of confusion was struck 
across the dinosaurs faces. What is 
this noise? Dinosaurs have never 


heard spoken word before, let alone 
English. Contrary to popular belief, 
dinosaurs and humans did not co-exist, 
After ten minutes of confusion and 
miscommunication, the entire bubble 
was zoinked into another new, strange 
and different land. 

“Ah, barnacle Barry. It seems we 
have landed on Saturn, Again.” Uttered 
the crystal. 

Now by this point the dinosaurs 
did not know what to think. [ts strange 
enough that they are all-together and 
haven’t been eaten by Knis. Just the mere 
fact that they transported from their 
prehistoric comfortable environments 
to outer space, let alone Saturn, was 
definitely enough to blow their minds. 
They were 746 million miles away from 
home. That is 1.2 billion kilometers. 
Those dino-buddies were far from 
home. 

“There is a secret lying for you in 
the liquid metallic hydrogen layer of 
Saturn. You are the chosen dinosaurs. 
For petes sake! Understand the words 
coming out of my crystal orifice! The 
fate of the universe lies in your hands!” 
Screeched the crystal. 

At that moment Kris snapped into 
hunger mode. Now, there was some 
trouble. A deep low grumble was let out 
by Knis’s belly. Kris flashed the bubble 
some teeth. Kate flew up to the highest 
point of the bubble to avoid contact with 
Kris, and with some wishful thinking, 
maybe get some left overs. Steve and 
Bob looked at each other in shock. 
Pat stood in place, with a satisfied and 
twisted grin as the heat of the bubble 
escalated. The crystal was shattered. 

“Ohhh noooooos! Look what 
you've donecee!” Faintly escaped the 
shattering crystal, as it hit the ground 
and broke into a thousand little pieces. 

Absolute chaos was unleashed 


in its purest form ever. The bubble 
became absolute madness. There were 
sereeches that could be heard in the 
sixth dimension. Kate flew violently 
above Kris, Bob, Steve, and Pat. Kris 
was a blood thirsty-maniac who was 
unable to control their footing and was 
stumbling and thudding around. Steve 
and Bob were surprisingly agile and 
managed to constantly avoid Kris. Pat 
still, remained still, completely cool, 
calm, and put together through all the 
madness. 

Suddenly, Pat turned his head, and 
opened his mouth. Everyone froze. 
A noise came out of Pats mouth. Not 
Just a noise, but the noise. Pat let out 
a groan that split a hole right down 
too the liquid metallic hydrogen layer 
of the planet. A silvery white wisp of 
smoke emerged. 

“Oh my, oh my, oh my. Who ever 
did let out that groan? Why, I haven’t 
heard anything like that in at least .5 
billion years! The chosen one is back! 
Your back!” Bellowed the smoke. 
“You're back in the form of a giant 
pre-historic, earth dwelling giant lizard! 
Why...you’re the thunder lizard! The 
brontosaurus!” 

Everyone stood still with dumb- 
founded looks on their faces. Pat was 
the chosen one. It all made sense. 
That’s why Pat was untouchable during 
Knis’s hunger-rage-fest. That’s why Pat 
lived right by the watering hole. That’s 
why Pat over-looked the entire jungle. 
Among other things, that’s why Pat was 
always so calm and complacent. 

Pat knew what was going on the 
whole time. Pat was waiting for the 
Opportunity to unleash the secret. 
The wisp of silvery white smoke spoke 
again. 

“Pat. You know thais is a great 
responsibility. You have been chosen 


for a reason, and it’s not just because 
ou! are super suave and fabulous, but 
pecause you have the gift. The power. 
The power to do whatever it is your 
heart and mind can muster up. You 
can use this power to do good deeds, or 
you can use it otherwise. But I strongly 
suggest you use your powers to help 
others. I put my trust and faith in you. 
[ have to return to the liquid metallic 
hydrogen layer from which I come. 
Peace be with you, chosen one.” 

Just then a huge sphere of yellow 
light burst out of Pats chest. It was a 
warm and comforting light. It shined 
on Kris, Bob, Steve, and Kate. The 
chaos had stopped. Pat spoke: 

“My fellow — dino-community 
members. I understand that we don’t 
all necessarily get along, but we need 
to start working towards that goal. We 
need to work together and be functional. 
We can’t hunt each other. We have to 
love each other. I’m using my power 
as the chosen one to transform our 
community into one of love and smiles 
and happiness. No more fear or being 
eaten, or the world coming to an end. 
We're going to work together. Love 
your neighbor. Lets get along.” 

And just like that, Pat sent that 
sphere of yellow light all throughout 
the universe. In that sphere was 
everything good. Finally, there was 
peace. Everything ever in existence 
lived happily ever after. 

-the.end. 
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avid’s Wisdom Nook 


A Bi-Weekly Advice Column 


avid Mansfield is the author 

of four self-help books: Babies 

Don't Like Everyone, Finding 
Connections In A Reclusive Society, Making 
Marriages Last, and The Great Big Book of 
Trains, He currently lives in Amherst, 
Massachusetts, with his wife and 
three kids. A professor at Hampshire 
College, David teaches several classes, 
all of which deal solely with Roald 
Dahl's Matilda. He is very nice and 
you can all relate to him. If you have 
a question for David, you can email it 
to him at davidswisdomnook@gmail. 


com, 


David, 

My wife and I have been married for 
a little over a year, and so far things have 
been mostly good. Sure, we've hit the usual 
roadblocks encountered by people learning to 
live together, but for the most part we have 
been able to come up with mutually agrecable 
solutions. But there is one problem we have 
had trouble solving I only went to college for 
to years, and dropped out by choice. I was 
working a job I liked in a city I liked, and 
I didn't think that college was necessary for 
my ambitions, Sure, I don't bring in tons of 
money, but I'm happy My wife, however, 
thinks that I'm limiting myself She has been 
continually pressuring me to go back to school 
since tea months into the marriage, and I 
have been form in my stance that I will not. 1 
am touched that she cares about my success, 


but insulted that she doesn't trust me enough 
to let me make my own decisions. What 
should I do? 

Husband Is Not Keen On 
Returning To School 


Dear HINKORTS, 
Congratulations on avoiding 
problems like this for as long as you 
did. It happens in every marriage, 
and it sounds like you and your wife 
are good tandem problem solvers. So, 
what should you do? You have several 
options here. The first is to beat your 
wife at her own game. Next time she’s 
playing Nintendo, just sneak up behind 
her and punch her in the head. This 
should let her know that you mean 
business: no school business, which is the 
fourth most serious kind of business. 
If you want to take a less violent 
approach, or if your wife doesn’t play 
Nintendo, you can try to outdo her 
by secretly giving her a taste of her 
own medicine. Not literally, mind you. 
You'll just be doing the same thing she 
is to let her know how it feels. Let’s see 
how she likes going back to school. But 
how to get her to school? You could try 
leaving a trail of her favorite snacks to 
the local university. I don't recommend 
this method, however, for one reason: 
crows. As we all learned from poor, 
unfortunate Hansel and Gretel’s trail 
of crows that flew away because they 
smelled candy or something, crows 
cannot be trusted. If you want my 


professional opinion, and I assume 
that you do, here is what I would 
do: Start wearing a fancy, tucked in 
button-up shirt and glasses. Whenever 
you talk to your wife, stand at the front 
of the room and gesture at the wall 
behind you when you hit salient points. 
Also, try to have between 20 and 150 
twentysomethings in the room with 
her at all times. After this has been 
going on for a few weeks, move your 
bed into a college lecture hall while 
she is asleep, and when she wakes up 
she'll be acclimated to the change and 
not notice that anything is different. 
From there you will be able to slowly 
phase yourself out of the picture, and 
bam! She’s back in school. 
This plan will definitely work. 


ee 


David, 

My aunt is the queen of regifiing 
Every year during our family’s secret Santa 
gift exchange, she passes on the gift that she 
received the year before. No one is comfortable 
confronting her about this, and every year 
it gets more tiresome. We have always been 
annoyed by her habit, but last week she 
crossed the line. Last Christmas I drew her 
name for secret Santa, and got her a gift that 
thought fit her personality. Last week was my 
birthday, and I was pleasantly surprised when 
L found a box from her sitting on my doorstep. 
Surprise turned to shock when I realized that 
my “birthday present” was actually the gift 1 


her not @ month ago. I cannot stand for 
‘ lack of respect. Hozw can I confront her 
js tack of 
pilhoul sounding greedy? 
i Niece Is Fed Up and Ready To 
Confront Her Elder Demon 


Dear NIFURTCHED, 

Ah, the regifter! It seems like every 
family has one, and recent scientific 
evidence suggests that this may indeed 
be the case. Regifters are actually 
more closely related to wallabies that 
humans, and feed by foraging for pine 
nuts, acorns, olives, and grape nuts. 
They also eat koalas, which are not 
actually bears but marsupials. I got 
to hold one once, and trust me, they 
are not bears. But even knowing this, 
how does one stop regifting? Have 
you tried introducing toads into your 
aunt’s habitat? Maybe she hates toads 
or something. 

Here’s the bottom line: your 
aunt might hate toads, but how will 
you ever know until you try something? 
One is reminded of Abraham Lincoln’s 
classic pickle dilemma. As a young 
man he hated pickles, and by “hated” 
I mean, “was afraid to try.” Then one 
day in his old age, his niece gave him 
some pickles, which he ate and loved. 
I'mnot suggesting that you pickle some 
toads, but you should be prepared to 
do so should it come to that. I hope 
this helps. 


David, 

My girlfriend, “Becky” and I have been 
‘ogether for three years, and our relationship 
is Going strong. But I'm getting pretty nervous 
with Valentine's Day coming up. In the past 


the i y 
oo : : sy on — on 
Well. thereat ngs Me broblem. 
the day tee Bes {ast year Before 
. Becky and | discussed what 
we wanted to do, and she told me not to get her 
anything I protested and said that I wanted 
fo at least get her something small, byt she 
was adamant that I not ive her anything. She 
made it clear that this was not @ situation 
where she actually did want something and 
wasn't saying it. As Jou can probably predict, 
I didn’t get her anything and she was angry. 
So angry, in fact, that she Save me the silent 
treatment for a week. When she finally started 
talking to me again, she refused to discuss the 
Valentine’s Day incident. Now Valentine's 
Day is coming up again, and she has told me 
that she doesn't want anything What should 
I do? The obvious answer seems to be lo get 
her something, but I feel like we should be 
mature enough not to play these games. Help! 
Lover Is Confused By 
Inconsistent Desires 


Dear LICBID, 

It seems that you are learning just 
how mysterious the opposite sex can 
be. Men will never be able to fully 
comprehend women, and vice versa. 
However, this situation sounds like it 
has gone beyond misunderstanding 
and into the realm of manipulation. 
Communication is the most important 
part of any relationship, and she is 
willfully holding back communication. 

If your horse falls in a ditch and 
breaks its leg, and you have to break 
its other legs to put it out of its misery, 
a good way to help your kids deal with 
it is to buy a horse-shaped piflata and 
let them have a go at it. That way, 
they’re used to the idea of broken 
bicastl when you tell them the bad 
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news. The same thing applies to your 
relationship. If you will indulge the 
Metaphor, your girlfnend’s potential 
for anger over the lack of a gift is like a 
maimed horse that you aren't aware of. 
Before she unleashes it upon you, she 
needs to help ease you into her anger 
by buying you a Pifiata. She could put 
candy inside, but only a few pieces. 
The contents of the pifiata should 
mainly consist of rolled up pieces of 
paper that say, “I am mad at you” on 
them. Communication and pifiatas 
may seem like uneasy bedfellows, but 
they’re more fun than talking and less 
awkward than physical intimacy, and 
sometimes that is just what the doctor 
ordered. 


ATTENTION HAMPSHIRE 
STUDENTS! 

Do YOU know what courses you are 
taking this semester? For the Spring 
2007 term, David Mansfield will be 
teaching four courses: Intro to Study of 
Roald Dahl's Matilda; Cross-Cultural 
Perspectives of Matilda; Science, 
Matilda, and Religion; and Maulda as 
Allegory for Japanese Foreign Policy. 
More information is available in the 
Hampshire College course catalog. 


That's all for this time. For more, visit the 
archives at davidswisdomnook. blagspot.com. 


BLACK SHEEP & FROG 


..Discuss Frog's Secret Crush 


SUSAN MANTINI. I DOUBT IT. 
SHE'S GOT THIS NICE SHE'S GAY, YOU KNOW. 
"ANNIE HALL" THING GOIN'ON. 
I THINK SHE — ME TOO. 


SORRY, DUDE. 


NO, SHE'S NOT. 


IT'S NOT FAIR! SO YOU CAN WATCH 
WHY DOES EVERY GIRL THEM MAKE OUT 
I LIKE, TURN OUT TO BE GAY?! 2 WITH EACH OTHER 


AS YOU WALLOW 
7 IN SELF-PITY. 


BESIDES, I'M SURE 
AT LEAST HALF WERE 
LYING TO SPARE YOUR 

FEELINGS. 


BY ANDREW FLANAGAN 


